Corn Rigs are Bonny. 
A Favourite Scors Song. 
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Y PAT1E is a Lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy, 

His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 

His face is fair and ruddy; 
His ſhape is handſome, middle-ſize, 

He's ſtately in his walking, 
The ſhining of his efen ſurprize, 

*Tis heaven to hear him talking 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There many a kindly — fs fakes, 
That ſet my heart a glowing. 

He kiſs*d, and vow'd he wad be mine, 

. lov'd _ __ ony, | 
Oh! C Cora Rigs are _ 


Let maidens of a filly mind | 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting; 

Bince we for yielding were defign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhou'd be granting. 

Then II! comply, and marry PA TE, 
And ſyne my cockernony ; 

He's free to touzle air or late, 


| Where Corn Rigs are bonny. ö 
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